_-MARCH 26, 1879. 








’ D 
+ ie ha aS 


PUBLISHED BY See ~NEW YORK “sees. OFFICE N° 13 NORTH WILLIAM ST 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. ~~ #P" © TRADE MARK REGISTERED 1878." 


\ere 














OFFICE OF PUCK [3 NORTH WILLIAM ST. MY MAYER MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITHOG. 25-25 WARRER ST. BY 








































































nas 

















. 


otitis 














PUCK. 


No. 13 NortT1 WILLIAM STREET, New York. 
FOR SALE BY ALL NEWS DEALERS. 
J=RMS Jo SuBSCRIBERS. 





One Copy one year, or 52 mumbers.........0.-22 see ceee +-$5.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers... ............e+eeesee00 $0 
One Copy for thirteen weeks..........0..sccccesescos soveee 1.25 
Postace Free. 
SERED D6 og 6 osc cvvccocccccccesd OS. KEPPLER. 
Business MANAGER...... .... .. A. SCHWARZMANN. 
MN Shi bade Ota Sos0s 06K ceccegess H. C. BUNNER. 





SPECIAL NOTICES. 


Puck is on Sale in London, at the News Agency of Messrs. 
HENRY F. GILLIG & CO., 449, Strand, Charing Cross, and 
at THE WILLMER & ROGERS NEWS COMPANY, 11, Bou- 
verie Street, Fleet Street, and in Paris on file at the ‘‘ Herald”’ 
Office, 49 Avenue de l’Opera. 





We cannot undertake to return reyected communications, and 
tothis rule we can make no exception. 





Remittances by Money Order, etc., are to be 
ad to KeppLer & SCHWARZMANN. 
a@@m Our advertising friends are only required to pay bills 


presented on the billheads of Puck, with our stamp IMPRESSED 
thereon. KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN,. 











c 


COoOnMrEew ts. 


How to Govern a City. That Blue Ribbon, 
Simon’s Serenade (poem)—illus. | Smiley’s Investment. 
PUCKERINGS. Puck's History or O1recanp. 
The Reception of Ulysses. (There isn’t any History of 
Pucx’s PanrHgon. —IV. Ben Vireland this week, owing to 
Deadeye. non-arrival of cuts. Let the 
Special Notice. sprees reader wait till next 
That Tramp (poem)—A. Lot. | ednesday. 
News from the Court—of Canada| Fero (poem)—R. K. Munkittrick. 
McCarty to the Réscue. The Ruling Passion. . 
Puck’s PanrHeon. — IV. Ben| Answers For THE ANxIOUs. 
Deadeye—illus. Fiat Wisdom—E. M. Clark. 
An Incident (poem)—Leo Cur-| Rhymes of the Day. 
ran Evans. A Correction. 
The Champion Clubbist. Blcod and Thunder. 
FrirzNoop_Le In AMERICA, Puck’s EXCHANGES. 


OYEZ, OYEZ, OYEZ! 


Gentle reader, prithee, list! 

Gentle reader, we've important information, which we 
will communicate without further preface. 

Puck (we believe you are acquainted with the journal 
we refer to) will hereafter be paged consecutively through- 
out the year, thus making everything convenient for the 
index which will be published at the close ot the current 
volume. 

Next. He is going to remove, before March 3oth, to 
new and, of course, commodious quarters at 


Nos, 21 & 23 WARREN STREET. 
And lastly, he is going to publish an 
, Almanac for 1880, 


which is going to be ° 
A ROARER. 














HOW TO GOVERN A CITY. 


> UCK does not wish to spread himself on 
local politics, which even in a consider- 

able city, such as New York claims to be, 
cannot interest his millions of readers through- 
out the union; but two exciting little incidents 
of last week call for some notice. 

The manner in which County Clerk Thomp- 
son took possession of his office, to the exclusion 
of the unfortunate Mr. Gumbleton, was unique. 
It was not so dignified as quietly walking in, 
and although the number of wrongs that go to 
make a right has not yet been satisfactorily 
established, still Mr. Tammany Gumbleton and 
his kidney did so many things that querulous 
citizens objected to, that perhaps a little heroic 
homeopathic treatment was necessary. Besides 
the children of the Tammany tribe have never 
been accused of giving the fullest amount of 
attention to the mandates of Judges, Governors, 
etc., when they weren’t their own men. 

Mayor Cooper’s part in the Police Commis- 
sioner’s Extravaganza was played in a manner 
entirely to Puck’s satisfaction. Counsel are 
all very well in their way, for murderers for 
instance; but they are very apt to mix things 
awkwardly, The Mayor likes the straight ar- 
ticle. The Police Commissioners have evi- 
dently been overworked; they need perfect 
rest, say for twenty-five years. 








PUCK. 


Baby 
Baby 


Baby 


Old coon, to thee 
Queen of my 
If there was much 
I’m very glad 
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LD coon, to thee I'll sing! 
Sweet regent of my bosom: 
Why do my joys take wing? 
Why do I get them but to lose ’em? 
I have lived hitherto 
Comparatively free from the breath of slander. 
Free, until I encountered you, 
In rosy paths of dalliance to meander. 
But now, my lyre in sable draped, 
I sadly sing thy charms supernal; 
And chant the chance by which I ’scaped 
Being a putative paternal! 


Ah, let me change my note, 
And from my venerable throat 
Shake forth a newer trill toward highest heaven to float: 


It’s been hinted I’m thy sire— 


mine, Baby mine! 


To which name I don’t aspire, 


mine, Baby mine. 


And there is a certain charm 
In reflecting, safe from harm, 
That you were a false alarm, 


mine, Baby mine. 


I'll sing! 

cardiac system: 

more of this sért of thing, 
I missed ’em. 








Puckerings. 





Tus és a very extra-ornery session of Con- 
gress. 





are decidedly Calvinistic. 





Lire is a ‘‘Mr.”y to a sober man, and a 
“¢mizzer’’y to a drunkard. 





WHEN the British reinforcements arrive, 
somebody will be Cettewayo back. 





Our washerwoman is a ‘‘sweet singe-r”— 
she never fails to scorch our best cambric 
handkerchiefs. 





Doss the devout Catholic, who is graciously 
permitted to kiss the Pope’s toe, experience 
‘‘extreme unction”’ ? 





‘‘AIN’T we having a gorge-us time ?”’ said the 
tramp to his mate, as he gnawed at his half of 
the “ boned”’ turkey. 





THE Democrats now have a majority in the 
Senate. Conkling’s ambrosial locks are soon 
likely to get out of curl. 





FLATI1ERY speaks to us through a telephone, 
and our vanity has rigged up a microphone 
attachment at the near end of the line. 





Ir the late pedestrian tournament had been 
a bloody Bowery tragedy, it ‘could not have 
brought down the gallery more effectually. 





Himyar, Leveller, and many other noted 
Kentucky thoroughbreds, have ‘‘gone to grass.” 
“Crack” horses are always liable to break down. 
It’s in the nature of things. : 





Tuer Ottawa Government clerks get drunk at 
at Low-necked Lorne’s balls. Refinement is 
sadly needed at this one-horse Court, for there 








is Little¢on there at present. 


THE religious views of our pauper millionaire 


WE flatter ourselves we are extremely liberal 
when we say a thousand dollars’ worth of good 
of a man after his death, to whom, living, we 
would not have loaned a “V.” 





City PotiticaL ConunDRUM.— What punish- 
ment, in Mr. Gumbleton’s opinion, ought 
County Clerk Thompson to receive? The 
bust-in-ado. He died without a struggle. 





Mayor HAROUN AL Rascuip Cooper, after 
his nightly visits to the dens of iniquity, will 
now order the corrupt Palice Cadis to be bow- 
strung, and write an appendix to the “‘Arabian 
Nights.” 





“A Row’ELL probably occur here soon,” 
lisped Puck, as he limped from Gilmore’s Gar- 
den, the other day, when the roughs began 
hissing the little Englishman.—Derrick. He 
didn’t say Ennis such thing to e’er a man. 





‘*How sublimely ethereal!’”” murmured Miss 
de Flukey, as she leaned over the rail of the 
fine steamer that plies between Venice and 
Messina, and watched the play of the moon- 
beams on the waves. ‘‘ How just too tremend- 
ously magnificent! I call this simply joy on a 
Lloyd!” 





A BROOKLYN young man boasts that he has 
kissed his girl 450 times in six hours and three 
laps, and thinks he has won the match,— Com, 
Adv. Wonderful generosity of Nature! A 
woman with three laps should have been given 
a free seat in Plymouth Church. She could 
have pastor time pleasantly. 








a” NOTICE. es 


No. 9 (issue of May 7, 1877), No. 14 (issue of June 
14, 1877), and No, 26 (issue of Septenber 5, 1877) of 
Puck will be hought at this office, 13 N. William St., 
at 25 cents per copy; also No. 47 (issue of January 
30, 1878), Nu. 53 (issue of March 13, 1878), and No, 57 
issue of April 10, 1878) at 10 cents per copy. 
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‘THE RECEPTION OF ULYSSES. 


;;DRAMATIS PERSON. 
Sir Ulysses Bourbon, U.S. G. - - General Grant. 
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Captain of the Pinafore - - - Secor Robeson| Midshipmite - - - - - - - = P. Sheridan 
Ralph Rackstraw - - - - - - D. Cameron | Josephine - - - - - - - Mrs. Agnes Jenks 
Dick Deadeye- - - -- --- > B. Butler | Cousin Hebe - - - - - - Miss Z. Chandler 
BillBobstay - -----+-:-* W. Belknap | Little Buttercup - - - - Miss G. W. Childs 


Scene—On Board U.S. M. Third Term Pinafore. 


CaPpTAIN ROBESON AND CHORUS. 
Over the bright blue sea 
Comes the Third Term President, U. S. G. 
Wherever he may go 
Rivers of Bourbon sweetly flow. 
Shout o’er the bright blue sea 
For the Third Term President, U. S. G. 


Sir Uxysses Bourson, W. §S. G. 
I am Ulysses Simpson G., 
Candidate for the Presidencee, 
Whose praise the whole Dent family chants, 
And so do their sisters and their cousins and their aunts.” 
When in the White House I reside, 
I regard all refreshments “ snide,” 
Except the burbin, which is what I wants, 
And likewise my sisters and my cousins and my aunts. 
When political breezes blow, 
I generally lie quite low, 
And seek for the solace which a seltzer grants, 
Apart from my sisters and my cousins and my aunts, 
For I hold when half o’er seas— 
Two or three sheets in the breeze— 
An amount that any ordinary mortal daunts, 
~ And that shocks my sisters and my cousins and my aunts. 


CHorRUs. 
All the same, we’re his sisters and his cousins and his aunts. 


LITTLE BuTrercup CuHILps, A. M. 
I’m called Old Mortality, dear Old Mortality, I’m sure I could 
never tell why! 
I’ve obituary verses, and sonnets on hearses, 
Come, buy of your Childs, A. M., buy! 
CapTAIN ROBESON. 
I was the captain of the whole navee— 


CHoRUus. 
And a damn bad captain too. 


Captain ROBESON. 
You’re very, very good, 
And be it understood, 
I’m not much worse than you, 


CHORUS. 
, We’re very, very good, 
. And be it understood, 
We couldn't be much worse than you, 


CapTAIN ROBESON. 
Though a simple seaman bold, 
I could order sound ships sold, 
Or make office for a Dent. 
I was never known to quail 
At the prospect of a jail— 
And I never, never stole a cent! 
Corus. 
What, never ? 
CAPTAIN ROBESON. 
No, never! 
CHoRUvs. 
What, never ? 
CapTAIN ROBESON. 
Well, hardly ever! 
CHorRUus. 
He hardly ever stole a cent! 
Then give three groans, and more than three, 
For this bouncing captain of the whole navee. 
FINALE—OMNES. 
For he is a Jerseyman! 
And it’s not to Jersey’s credit. 
For we sail the ocean free, 
And our saucy ship’s a tough one, 
We think, Ulysses G., 
This voyage is a rough one, 
And he himself has said it. 
Come vote for your U.S.G., sweet little U.S. G., dear little U.S.G. he! 
A simple tanner, lowly born, 
Ulysses Simpson G, 


PUCK. 
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PUCK’S PANTHEON. 
IV. 


BEN DEADEYE. 


HAT Providence intended when it made Benjamin Butler 

will forever remaiti a riddle. For Providence has probably 

, long ago dismissed the subject from its mind and forgotten 
this special act of creation, as a man consciously forgets the follies of 


"his youth. 


It has béen conjectured that the basic idea of General Butler was 
the construction of a modern Apollo; but that the material gave out 
when it came to finishing the left eye, the result being the optical phe- 
nomon or—the neat thing in eyes—known to everyone interested in 
American politics. 

Yet this is scarcely possible. A bald-headed Apollo would not be 
quite the correct mythological card. And General Butler is bald-headed, 
and was undoubtedly born so. 

So the Apollo theory falls to the ground. 

Then it has been surmised that the great politician was started as a 
pirate, and the contractor slipped up on the characteristic expression 
of ferocity, and, by an accidental twist of the nose, gave the subject 
a benevolent expression. 

But then this can not be true. 
expression. 

Still, there is an element of truth in both hypotheses. General 
Butler has in him something of the Apollo and something of the pirate. 
The pirate part has long been clearly visible to everybody. The Apollo 
part will appear when Mr. Butler gets ready to put on his angel gar- 
ments and soar into realms of ineffable bliss. 

We say advisedly, when he gets ready. Possibly he will not be 
called upon to do any soaring. 

Benjamin Butler was born in 1818, in Deerfield, Mass. 
good thing for Benjamin; but it was rough on Deerfield. That lovely 
village of the plain has not since figured in historic annals. The evo- 
lution of Benjamin seems to have exhausted its vitality. 

Otherwise, Deerfield is respectable. . 

General Benjamin Butler is the Dick Deadeye of American politics. 

And why? 

Let us critically examine the characteristics common to the creation 
of Messrs. Gilbert and Sullivan and the creation of an absent-minded 
first cause. General Butler is unquestionably ‘‘ unpleasant to look at.” 

The bereaved widow, the bereft orphan, the jilted lover, the starving 
tramp, can find but small consolation for their individual woes in the 
contemplation of a pot-bellied politician with an eye seven or eight 
degrees to windward of true north. 

There is nothing soothing—nothing tender and sympathetic about 
him. He does not resemble one of Chopin’s nocturnes, Fle reminds you 
more definitely of an aria from Tannhauser, played backwards. 

On the whole, he is not agreeable to the retina. 

Then, furthermore: 

Dick Deadeye is specifically described as “ triangular.” 

Now, you can’t call Butler square. 

And on this point we need not enlarge. ’Twere as well, perhaps, to 
pass to the next. His name “ is agin him,” 

It is, in some subtle, undefined way, associated with spoons. 

Butler—spoons—see ? 

And then again, and finally, he “‘ain’t as bad as he seems.” 

No, he is not. 

He seems, to the popular eye, to the apprehension of honest people 
of average intelligence, a disreputable old scalawag, a demagogue who 
has willfully prostituted the intelligence that might have made hima 
statesman; a fellow of mean tricks and devices; a blatant bully and a 
noisy nuisance. But he isn’t. 

No! Let us adhere to the dicta of the religion fashionable at the 
present day. Let us admit that General Benjamin Butler has a soul to 
be saved. That there dwells in him a spark of the divine fire—a spark 
unavailable at present, but shar. Let us believe that if, on his deathbed, 
if he will but roll up his eyes to the ceiling and mortgage his moribund 
spirit to the church militant, he will die in the sweet savor of sanctity, 
whitewashed of all his mortal faults and follies. 

That is the gospel of the day. 

But pagan Greece would have very promptly dosed him with hemlock, 
and let him take his chances of squaring his life’s record with the moral ' 
code of the Immortals. 


General Butler has not a benevolent 





SPECIAL NOTICE. 





THE man who has President been afore 
Puck serves up to-day a la Pinafore. 
But from this date he’ll hold it a sin, 
And he’ll go any other vile sinner for, 
Who works any further this Pinafore, 
For hereafter the theme is called in, 
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THAT TRAMP. 
A DOUBLE-ENDER.* 


R's went the knocking on the kitchen door, 

Slap went the footfalls on the kitchen floor, 

Quick then the door was opened far and wide, 
Slick was the maiden thus disclosed inside. 


Bold was the ruffian standing at the door, 

Cold were the victuals which he did implore, 
Tramp was plain written on the fellow’s clothes, 
Scamp was indited on his eyes and nose. 


Cool did he ask her if she was alone; 

Fool was the maiden when she made that known; 
Right on her heels he entered in the door, 

Bright gleamed his eyes as swift he trod the floor. 


Smash went the bludgeon on the maiden’s head, 
Crash went it on her face when she was dead; 
Bold did he hasten up the kitchen stair, 

Gold through that house he sought for everywhere. 


Loaded as he was with the stolen goods, 
Goaded by fear he hasted to the woods; 
Deep in the shadows of the bushes wild 
Sleep came to his eyes as to tired child. 


Stern were the men grouped ‘round that kitchen door, 
Burn did their wrath at the sight upon the floor, 

Deep did they swear that vengeance should not fail, 
Creep did they silent on that villain’s trail. 


There, in the morn, they found him in the woods, 
Where he slept calm beside the stolen goods; 
Spoke they no words within the rascal’s ears, 
Woke they the scoundrel with their ringing cheers. 


Fast ’round his neck they tied the hempen rope, 
Ghastly his face looked as he gave up hope; 
Flinging the rope o’er the high limb of a tree, 


Swinging they left him carrion to be. 
ARTHUR LoT. 








NEWS FROM THE COURT— 
OF CANADA. 


[rom our Special Correspondent in Canada.] 


Ottawa, March 26th, 1879. 
Dear Puck: 


Apropos of balls, ’tis of balls that I would 
speak. Iwas at the Governor General’s last 
ball. 1 got an invitation from the fact that my 
uncle is a Senator. A Senator is all the same 
as a lord in England, although he has no heredi- 
tary or feudal rights. He has perhaps, on the 
whole, not quite so much tone about him as a 
regular lord, still he can give you a stand-off 
with as much hauteur, if not quite as much 
grace, as my lord duke himself. 

But about the ball. Uncle and I drove up 
together in a cario/e, a species of conveyance 
peculiar to Lower Canada; we were got up en 
grand tenue,as they say here. Uncle Dave’s 
claw-hammer coat didn’t seem to fit him, and 
he had “ passed a couple of turns” of his 
white tie around his neck, which gave him a 
somewhat Nicodemus Johnson air. But the 
old man was by no means abashed or over- 
whelmed at the idea of meeting “ royalty.” 
He merely remarked to me as he divested him- 
self of his ‘‘chaw” as we entered the Guber- 
natorial gates: ‘‘Dod durn them anyhow. 
What in thunder do I care for any of ’em? If 
any of them fellers say anything to me I’ll wipe 
em over the jaw.” (It was at this period that 





* Writing verse has become such an universal accom- 
plishment, that we think the game should be made more 
difficult. We snggest verses rhyming at both ends, and 
offer the above as a specimen,—Ep. Puck. 








I first formed the idea that Uncle was not a 
teetotaller.) 

Entering the door, our tickets were taken by 
a person in regimentals of a decidedly ancient 
character. Uncle was under the impression 
that he was the Governor, and endeavored to 
shake hands with him, and would have done 
so had not the madding crowd swept us fur- 
ther on. 

THE BALL ROOM, 


when we eiitered, was, as a young lady in my 
proximity observed, a scene from fairyland. 
The Reel of Tullochgoram was being per- 
formed by the Marquis, the Princess, two dukes, 
three earls, a viscount and a viscountess. I 
must confess that, in spite of democratic tastes, 
I was quite fascinated by the scene. Such 
graceful movements and such liveliness: no 
Boston glide or anything of that sort, but a 
regular old Arkansas measure. It did remind 
me so much of the old passing bee associations 
of my earlier days, when we used to dance 
‘pea straw” and fight for the “ head of the 
floor.” 
THE MARQUIS’S DRESS. 

The Marquis was clad in Highland Scotch 
garb, consisting of a green soldier’s tunic with 
scalloped tails, a kilt of Argyle tartan with 
coon-skin in front, called, I believe, in the ver- 
nacular, a ‘“‘splencan”, cairngorm-mounted 
dirk in his hose, and everything perfect. It is 
not for me to, describe the costume of the 
Princess or the Vicountess; it is enough to 
say that they “‘ bate the flure”’ with a vim that 
would do honor to any of the ladies honoring 
Alderman McCleary’s parties in the fourteenth 
ward of your own city. 

THF SWELL MOB. 


The aides-de-camp, the colonels, the majors 
and the captains, both “ regular” and militia, 
together with the C. B.’s, the M. G.’s, and 
foreign ambassadors extraordinary and minis- 
ters plenipotentiary, in Windsor uniform, with- 
out mentioning the ladies in ‘“‘gold chains,” 
presented a picture, once seen, never to be for- 
gotten. ; 

Uncle Dave whispered to me, “ By gosh, 
them girls will take cold; they’ve nuthin’ on 
’em.” Isaid, “Hush. It is by order of the 
Marquis.” That settled him. Uncle Dave is now 

AN ARISTOCRAT. 

I noticed in the giddy throng Sarah Jane 
Doty. Ohho! I knew Sarah Jane Doty when 
she was glad to get me to take her out fora 
drive. Now she dances with an officer in red 
coat and sabretache. She don’t recognize me 
—no—of course not. All right! Never mind, 
Sally; wait till we get home. (Mem.—I’ll keep 
my eye on Sarah.) She gives the ‘‘pleasure” of 
a ‘‘valse” to man with eye-glassy blue tunic 
and cross-belt of silver. All right, Sarah! fire 
away. Next! Man in rifle-green, black cross- 
belt this time, with whistle attachment. Will 
Sarah dance with rifleman? She will. Well, 
just think of it—Sal Doty putting on airs! 

HA! HA! 


Guess I'll go to refreshment-room; I’m sick 
of this. What’s best to have? Guess brandy 
and curagoa. Just the thing! Think I'll go 
back now and see how old Sal’s getting along. 
Approach and say, ‘‘ Hallo, Sal; how goes it ?” 
Not recognized by Sal, and sternly gazed upon 
by elderly man with variegated cross-belt and 
medals. Think I'll go. Dern your aristocrats, 
anyway. SorryI came. I’m going down to 

THE GENUINE METROPOLIS, 


New York, where I shall be free from the blight- 
ing influence of men in red, blue or green and 
cross-belts of all descriptions; where that glo- 
rious equality which levels all distinctions of 
society will prevent me, as I before observed, 
from being trod under the pitiless heel of an 
iron despotism. Henry Kartors. 





MCCARTY TO THE RESCUE. 


“<4 cCARTY, phwat’s th’ matther wid 


ye? Have ye th’ walkin’ faver too?” 

. “G’ long, Peggy you, and put th’ 
childer to bed, and lave a few eggs on th’ 
table and a drop of hot wather on th’ sthove, 
and run ye down to McGinnis’s fur th’ full uv 
a sode-wather bottle uv whisky, and, hould: 
not a wurrud of th’ moity fate I’m duin’. It’s 
only th’ day Tom Hoolahan, th’ fooreman uv 
th’ hod-carriers, tould me Amerika wud have 
tu get another Oirishman to take O’Lairy’s 
place and bring back th’ strap from across th’ 
say. And be me soul, Peggy, I’m th’ man. I'll 
call meself th’ ‘Galway Boy,’ and afther I 
win th’ race I’ll open a salune on th’ Third 
Avéna, and we’ll have Brussels carpet on th’ 
parlor flure.”” 

McCarty, while delivering this speech, was 
rushing wildly up and down a little room on 
the top floor of a First Avenue tenement house. 
The room was only about siateen feet long, so 
that Mike would have to make a good many 
laps to the mile. He hadn’t any idea how long 
a mile was, and it made no difference to him, 
for, with the proverbial intelligence of his race, 
he argued that if he walked right straight ahead 
without stopping, except to occasionally take a 
pull at the ‘‘ sode-wather bottle,” that he could 
easily beat the Englishman, Such is the vanity 
of all Mikes and Paddies and their mothers 
and their sisters and their brothers and their 
daddies. ‘The ‘‘childer’”’ were hustled into bed 
and their mother after them, and the father 
kept plodding up and down the little room, 
stopping every other lap to take a sup of 
‘“‘ Oirish courage.” But the laps got the better 
of the bottle’s contents in time, and likewise 
the contents got the better of Mike. But the 
cocktail of exercise and First Avenue jigwater 
only warmed him to his work, and he resolved 
to replenish his bottle at McGinnis’s and con- 
tinue his walk on the sidewalk in front of the 
McCarty mansion, where he could better ‘“‘enjy 
his pipe and th’ whisky.” 

At 2 A.M. the “son of St. P.” was doing a 
mile an hour in a very distorted manner. One 
lap was done on the sidewalk and the next in 
the gutter. At that hour he remarked to the 
bottle, all through life his nearest and dearest 
friend: ‘‘Carryin’ the hod’s a danged sight 
asier.”’ 

Bottle of Oirish wine number 2 had totally 
disappeared long before the stars, and not long 
after Mike disappeared too, led by his trainer, 
the policeman on his block. He was rubbed 
down with a club two or three times while be- 
ing led from the track, and finally rested until 
about 8 A.M., when he appeared, led by his 
trainer, who took him before the judge and 
scorers, who agreed that his walk was not asquare 
‘“‘heel-and-toe,” and the judge deciced that 
nothing but a ten dollar bill would hush the 
matter up. Then he could withdraw. 

McCarty objected on the grounds that the 
rules read, ‘‘ Go as you plase;” but the judge 
wouldn’t let him go, and, after ten days’ delibe- 
ration, it’s probable he will adopt the hod 
again and stick to water and bricks, leaving it 
for some other son of Saint P. to “ bate that 
Englishman.” ALMYR COooPeER. 








A SCENT I MEANT. 


I’m partial, indeed, to real odor cologne, 
And the delicate fragrance*of stale musk- 
roses ; 
I can stand an inyun: 
But there’s one thing, I vow, I don’t like fora 
scent, | 
And that’s barbers’ perfume—so help me 
Moses! 


What's your opinion? M. W.B. 

































PUCK’S PANTHEON. 





IV 


BEN DEADEYE. 

















‘“‘]’m unpleasant to look at, and my name is agin me.” 
— Unknown drama by anonymous authors. 
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AN INCIDENT. 





Inglorious friend! in French you're pomme de terre; 
But foreign names do not improve your flavor; 
To me you're plain potato everywhere, 
Although my wife affects French—heaven save her! 
‘sPommes de terre au naturel,” said she; 
I, ‘¢ Waiter, bring them in their skins to me.’ 


«« Hubby,” said she, ‘it were a perfect shame 
To take the natural covering off the same. 
Naked potatoes! What would Comstock say 
If carried through a restaurant in that way?” 
*¢ I'll brave this noble enemy of the vicious 
And eat them as I like, for they’re delicious.” 


Then came the ‘‘ pommes au naturel” for two, 
A dish, alas! that we were doomed to rue; 
For while we deeply were engaged in peeling, 
Toward the board we saw a shadow stealing, 
And as we turned, what sight did we behold? 
Anthony Comstock !—well, my tale’s nigh told. 


‘* Naked potatoes!” and his eyes grew keen— 
A little filthy lucre, my resource, 
I slipped into an itching palm, unseen. 
You're sure he spurned it? Well, he did—of course! 


LEO CuRRAN EVANs. 








THE CHAMPION CLUBBIST. 


xg APTAIN WILLIAMs! 
’ Captain Williams, you are called to 


answer! 

You are called to answer to the law-abiding 
people of the city of New York; to answer 
why they should pay taxes to support you for— 

I. Allowing your twenty-ninti police pre- 
cinct in this city to be infested with the worst 
sort of disorderly houses, without any attempt 
on your part to stop the crying shame? 

II. Why we should pay you for closing 
your too-convenient eyes to the fact that all 
through your precinct any man can buy rum 
all night long in licensed and unlicensed liquor- 
stores ? 

Ill. Why “skin” gambling-shops flourish 
in your precinct more successfully than else- 
where? And 

IV. Why are you perpetually getting your 
‘‘ mad up” ard clubbing citizens on the head ? 

These are some of the counts in the popular 
indictment against you, Captain Williams, and 
for your sake we hope that before these lines 
are in type you may be able to clean your very 
dirty skirts—and notwith whitewash. 

And it is so pitif@l! You are such a nice- 
looking man! Six-feet-2 -3—or-6, is it ,youstand 
in your yarn stockings? We have never seen 
you wield your club, but as we have gazed at 
you we have often stuffed our extra handker- 
chiefs in our hat and have shuddered, even 
though we felt safer. 

For to be suddenly and unwarrantably club- 
bed by Captain Williains is a matter of hiss- 
tory. 

(We thank thee, P. I. man, for teaching us 
that word!) 

We have had tweeds whq have gobbled up 
all our money; mayors who made our great 
city ridiculous; comptrollers who so confused 
us that we didn’t know whether we owed or 
owned; bosses who virtually made our right of 
franchise null—but, practically we haven’t had 
our brains clubbed out of us until Captain 
Williams set the example. 

Ordinary brutes only club the poorer classes 
of citizens, such as stagger from weakness, in- 
sufficient food or sickness. But Captain Wil- 
liams places his foot upon his native heath, 
ejaculates that his name’s M’Gregor (or some- 
thing), and hits his foe in high places. 

This shows his courage. 

He doesn’t fly for small game. 

But there is another sort of courage which is 
needed just at this time. 





“POUCK. 
| 


We trust the Police Commissioners that be : 
(or whether they be the successors to Messrs. 
Smith, Erhardt and Nichols) will have the cour- 
age to decide Captain Williams’s case fear- 
lessly, on its merits, 

And we hope that the gentlemen of high 
standing in society, business-men and club- 
men, who witnessed the outrage ‘in Gilmore’s 
Garden during the walking-match will have the 
courage to come in and testify. 

And°we pray our esteemed contemporaries 
of the daily press to show their courage by fol- 
lowing up the evidence for and against the 
champion clubbist, and, if guilty, to demand, 
in the cause of law and order, that 

‘** Captain Williams must go.” 








- FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


LXXXI, 

CITY GOVERNMENT, 

Ya-as, it’s a d-d- 

doosidly wemarka- 

ble thing that aw 

towns, cities and 

othah places in 

Amerwica wequire 

fellaws to take 

/ charge of their af- 

faiahs just as in 

Gweat Bwitain. But 

the aw business is 

managed in this countwy in a wathah differ- 
went mannah, 

In New York there is a Mayor—but he isn’t 
a Lord Mayor; the wesidents of this place 
haven’t made sufficient pwogwess to make him 
alord. Will aw, I suppose, one of these fine 
days. 

There are Aldermen, too, and a numbah of 
othah functionarwies, so patwiotic, Jack says, 
that they stick to their offices and dwaw con- 
siderwable salarwies, even if they have to wob 
the people to do it. 

But the most extwaordinarwy part of the ar- 
wangement is the curwious mannah in which a 
fellaw takes possession of his office when an 
othah fellaw is turned out. 

He doesn’t wesign, or anything of that sort, 
but secwetly some fellaw in authorwity gives a 
warwant—I believe that’s the name of those 
things—to his favorwite pwotegé, who verwy 
quietly and aw surweptitiously marches down 
befaw sunwise, with a mob of desperwate char- 
wacters, to the aw office, bweaks in and we- 
mains there. 

When the formah useless and aw disweputa- 
ble head of the department makes his appear- 
wance, he finds aw, perwhaps not verwy much 
to his surpwise, stwange individuals standing 
behind the aw desk, and othah aw men to 
whom he had nevah been intwoduced. Must 
wcally have a verwy odd impwession on the fel- 
law and his fwiends when they find that stwata- 
gem has got the bettah of them. But it’s quite 
the generwal pwactice he-ah, and I’m given to 
understand it is the law, and that everwy fellaw 
in the city government who bweaks it by we- 
signing his office when called upon is, pwima 
facie, guilty of willful murdah, severwal de- 
gwees of fahwenheit above zerwo. 

A fwee and independent New York office- 
holder consequently wemains where he is, and 
when the Governor or Mayor, or any of his su- 
perwiahs intimate that he is no longer wequired, 
he is bound to wefuse to take any notice, in 
ordah to avoid becoming a cwiminal, and go- 
ing to pwison or being twansported. 

Awfully odd, ye know, these Amerwican 
wules and wegulations, especially to a fellaw 
who comes fwom Gweat Bwitain, where everwy- 
thing is always carwied out so corwectly, and 


THAT BLUE RIBBON. 


HERE is a great effort being made, and 
for several years it has been made, and 
for many years or centuries it probably 

will be made, to burst up the bar-rooms, 

All right. Let ’em burst. 

But when the Rev. Doctor Crosby and several 
Negro Minstrels (out of engagements), and many 
liquor dealers (just out of jail), propose to in- 
struct cur people in the catechism of their own 
sumptuary laws—what we shall eat and what we 
shall drink, especially—it seems time for us to 
put in a mild protest. 

The city of New York, like hundreds of other 
cities in this country, is full of ‘‘saloons,” ‘ bar- 
rooms,” ‘‘sample rooms’’—call them what you 
will—devoted to the sale of all sorts of intoxi- 
cating drinks, fancy or plain—‘*‘ you pays yer 
money, and you takes yer choice.” 

And all the force of Mr. ex-Jail-Bird Murphy, 
with his bloo-ribbon, and Dr. Crosby, who seems 
to be content to fly around as the tail to Mur- 
phy’s kite, are directed to these open places of 
liquor-selling, which, in most of our cities, are 
directly under the supervision of the Police and 
the Boards of Excise, and are either permitted 
by the law, or should be shut up by the autho- 
rity of the law. 

And all this time what are Dr. Crosby and 
his lieutenants doing about the wlicensed places 
right under his sensitive nose? Do they not 
know that the ‘“‘modiste’”’ offers wine to her 
customers and charges it in the bill as ‘‘trim- 
mings’? Does not Dr. Crosby know that thou- 
sands of gentlemen, who wouldn’t enter a bar- 
room, swill brandy at the drug-stores under the 
guise of soda? Is it possible that Bro. Mundy 
when he hires disreputable spies to get drunk 
in bar-rooms so that they can testify against 
the proprietors thereof, does not know that 
great city merchants wink at their flash sales- 
men priming their customers plumb full of 
wine, before they are allowed to commence to 
buy a bill of goods? 

In the basement of the Capitol at Washing- 
ton there is a hell-hole which our Temperance 
advocates would do well to investigate and to 
show up in the papers of the country. 

What we ask of Chancellor Crosby is less 
Murphy, less Nigger ex-Minstrels, less very bad 
singing, and more striking at the root of the 
soil in high places. , 

If you want to kill a snake, you don’t tread 
on his tail; you smash his head. 

Try this rule, gentlemen, in your warfare 
on intemperance. 

And one word more, though it is sad we are 
to say it. 

It is the drinking “ on the sly.” 

By our mothers, our sisters and our wives, 

It is done everywhere. The dressmaker pro- 
vides champagne; the dry-goods man fiery 
sherry; the milliner gently puts out a glass of 
claret and ice; while the grocer crooks his fin- 
ger and beckons his customer to the back- 
room while he draws a schooner of ale. 

We offer it, in the way of mild suggestion, 
that this is worse for the American home than 
the existence of twice that number of open 
bar-rooms which flaunt their gas-lights and 
their plate-glass windows to the public eye. 

A good housewife once corrected her servant 
for sweeping the dust and dedris of the rooms 
under sofas and stoves, where it could not 
be seen. ‘‘ Bridget,” said she, ‘if you have 
to leave any dirt unswept, leave it in the centre 
of the room, where I can see it and remove it. 
If you hide it, I can never keep my rooms 
clean.” 

Which hint we offer to Mr. Crosby. 

Let him clean out the dirt in the hidden 
places, and the public resorts will be more easily 
suppressed. 





nothing can pessibly be wong aw. 








s. 


















































SMILEY’S INVESTMENT. 


INING stocks were bounding up by 

: double figures. ‘‘ Sierra Nevada” rose 

as rapidly as the mercury in a thermo- 

meter with a small boy and a lighted match at 

the bulb end, and kindred stock shared the al- 
most universal appreciation. 

The daily papers teemed with tantalizing re- 

rts of fabulous fortunes, made in an hour. 
Faro was double-discounted, The poor men 
of yesterday were using gold toothpicks to-day, 
and millionaires were growing as plentiful as 
lumps of veal in a restaurant chicken-salad. A 
second Aladdin’s lamp had been unearthed. 
You could put your money down on a small 
margin, and go quietly to bed with the absolute 
—well, almost absolute—certainty of a very 
material increase in value over night. 

And the spirit moved Mr. Smiley, 

Now Smiley was naturally a very conserva- 
tive man, and it was a pet theory of his, elo- 
quently propounded on all possible occasions, 
that no merchant had any right to speculate, 
or to divert any part of his capital from the 
legitimate extension of his own business. 

He hesitated—you know the aphorism. The 
struggle between a man’s cypidity and his phi- 
losophy is always uneven; fresh impulses are 
always stronger than old prejudices, and self- 
persuasion considerably easier than self-restraint. 

’ Mr. Smiley succumbed to the general craze. 

He had five hundred dollars in bank, which 
he could spare fora time. True, there was a 
note coming due in about a week, but he ar- 
gued that he could easily have that renewed for 
thirty days more, and then pay it out of the 
first dividend. ‘True, also, there was a big job 
lot of domestics, to be had for cash at a tre- 
mendous sacrifice, which he had been bargain- 
ing for, and on which there was a certainty of 
a very handsome profit. 

‘*A mere 25 or 30 per cent.,” said Smiley; 
‘what is that to a man who holds an inde- 
pendent fortune in his grasp?” Then, smooth- 
ing his silk hat on the sleeve of his coat, and 
drawing his pocket-comb through his mous- 
tache, he sauntered down to “ the street.” 

Almost in front of the Exchange, he ran 
plump into his particular friend, Sharpe. 

Sharpe was a broker, who held that the mani- 
pulation of stocks was a business that required, 
to the very uttermost degree, a clear, cool 
head, and that the close, overheated atmosphere 
of an office was calculated to befuddle, blunt 
the perception, and deaden the active princi- 
ples. Therefore he transacted all his opera- 
tions on the pavement. 

‘** Ah, Smiley, my boy, how d’ye ‘do? Fine 
day, eh? You're looking as large as life. And 
Mrs. S.? Indeed?’ Children all well? That’s 
good.” 

“T had five hundred I didn’t particularly 
need, so I thought—” 

‘Oh, precisely! Come down to take a flyer, 
eh? Customers of mine making fortunes every 
day. We'll fix you.” 

“If, I could get.a# 
vadas,’ or—”’ _s 

‘Nonsense, old fellow, ‘ Sierra’ ’s played 
out. There’s no more moneyinthat. ‘Opaque’ 
’s the thing. I’ve got every dollar I own in- 
vested in ‘Opaque.’ It’s bound to rise. I know 
the president and the treasurer, intimately. 
They say so themselves. Buy 100 at 10, Put 
up your 500 as margin, and any time within 
60 days you can have your shares, by paying 
the other 500, and have all the advantages of 
dividends and rise meanwhile.” 

That took Smiley—took him in. The idea 
of owning 100 shares of stock! His wildest 
dreams had never compassed more than half-a- 
dozen. : 

He handed over his check, and received his 
contract on the spot. 






& . 
“of ‘ Sierra Ne- 





PUCK. 


Mrs, Smiley and the children could not but 
notice that he was particularly cheerful that 
evening, for he said never a word when he 
found a brass sleeve-button in the soup, but 
merely laid it by the side of his plate, and 
fished through the liquid with his fork for the 
mate of it. 

Mrs. S., who is a woman of keen perception, 
made up her mind, as she afterwards confiden- 
tially acknowledged to Smiley, that one of his 
friends must have failed, and assigned to him. 
Nothing short of that, she imagined, could ac- 
count for such uncommon serenity. 

Smiley did not pay much attention to busi- 
ness the next day. He bought all the morning 
papers, and waded through the financial arti- 
cles. ‘Opaque’ was not quoted. ‘So much 
the better,” he argued. ‘‘ That shows the 
stock ’s not for sale in the open market, It’s 
held by a privileged clique,” and, smiling com- 
placently, he clapped his ‘open hand on his 
right leg, and lavished on it that peculiar soft 


fondling indicative of complete self-satisfac- 
Now that’s 


tion. “ Fine fellow, that Sharpe. 
what I call true friendship.” 
A week passed by. 
lected—his note went to protest! 
He had forgotten all about it, 


A rude awakening from his day-dreams; he 
In twenty years of 
mercantile life, he had always kept an unblem- 
ished name, His engagements had always been 
promptly met, and his paper had never before 
been dishonored, It was a fearful blow to him. 
He sank into a heap in his chair, his chin 
drooped upon his breast. One arm hung heav- 
ily down, the other resting on the desk by his 
side, while his hand mechanically toyed with 
the unopened letters that had come in the 
He 
opened one and glanced listlessly at it, then sat 
bolt upright in his chair and ran his eager eyes 
His eyes sparkled and 
The ‘‘ Opaque’”’ Gold 
and Silver Mining Company had declared a 
dividend of two per cent., payable in sixty 
His nervous fingers clutched the paper 
as he read it again and again, laughing hysteri- 
cally the while; then, holding it at arm’s-length 
in front of him, he rushed frantically around 
the room at the rate of 1,000 quarter miles in 
1,000 quarter minutes, once, twice, three times, 
then bolted out of the door, and around the 
corner to his friend Jimson, with whom he was 
accustomed occasionally to exchange accom- 
He explained the situation briefly, 
and showed the letter to Jimson, who smiled, 
grimly and said nothing, but wrote out “the 


was completely dazed. 


same mail with the notice of protest. 


over the printed lines. 
his rigid jaws relaxed, 


days! 


modation. 


check. 


“T shan’t forget you, old friend,” said’ Smi- 
ley, shaking the other’s hand warmly. “I shan’t 


be the least bit proud—not I.” 


The note was paid, and Smiley was in an im- 
His thoughts were above sell- 
ing dry-goods, and his business, left to go of 
Smiley 
spent his days roaming through the city, post- 


proved heaven. 
itself, soon clogged and ran down. 


ing himself on the value of real estate, and 
noting available bargains. 


the Park, and busied himself with original and 


decidedly novel designs for dwelling-houses he 
He spent hours 
contemplating the show-windows of Fifth Ave- 
nue tailors, but couldn’t decide which would 
suit him best, a pattern that afforded only two 
checks between the three garments, or a rig 
He went down to 
the Ledger office, and, inquiring for Mr. Bon- 
ner personally, wanted to know if perhaps he 
had a team of roadsters with a first-class record 
He commenced nego- 
tiations for an elegant sarcophagus, weighing 
seventeen tons, and fitted with dynamite at- 
tachments, remarking, ‘‘ Crime is contagious, 


purposed erecting thereon. 


out of pure white flannel. 


that he wanted to sell. 


His business quite neg- 


He set his mind 
upon a half-block of unimproved property near 
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and nobody knows what might happen; we 
rich men must take precautions in time.” 

Meanwhile poor Mrs, S. found her meagre 
weekly allowance considerably abbreviated, 
and when she asked the reason, her husband 
mysteriously said: ‘‘ Patience, my dear, and 
you shall see. You shall ride in your own car- 
riage yet, and wear silks and satins, anda real 
seal-skin sacque.”’ 

This time Mrs. Smiley concluded that, with- 
out a doubt, it was her husband, himself, who 
was going to fail. 

She had confidence in her weaker haif, and 
so she waited patiently, and lived -n hash and 
liver and high. anticipations, while the poor 
children were restricted to buttering their 
bread on one side—when there was any butter 
on the table. 

Three weeks from the date of the first letter, 
there came a notice of another dividend, this 
time of one per cent., payable in ninety days, 
Smiley could not believe his eyes, He was as 
completely beside himself as if he had been 
the Siamese twins. 

He hurried right off to Tiffany’s and asked 
to see the handsomest pair of diamond ear- 
rings they had, A rising young plumber had 
just been in to purchase a few trinkets for his 
girl, as the salesman apologetically explained, 
and had cleaned out all the largerstones, They 
had nothing better than a pair of 7% carats, 
but expected some larger ones in a few days. 

‘* You'll let me know when you have some- 
thing half-way respectable,” said Smiley, toss- 
ing his card down, and walking stiffly away. 

** By George,” he muttered, ‘if this keeps . 
on, I may be Alderman yet.” 

By this time he was prepared for any extra- 
vagance of good fortune, and when, a few 
days later, he received from his broker a note 
requesting him to meet him in the ante-room 
of the Stock Exchange, he was not at all un- 
nerved, Probably some one had offered to 
purchase his hundred shares at par. Or per- 
haps the miners had struck a rich new vein, 
and a dividend so enormous had been declared, 
that Sharpe feared he might die of heart-disease 
if he heard it too suddenly, 

He was comparatively calm, and tried very 
hard to preserve a dignified indifference, but 
when he saw Sharpe—Sharpe, the good angel 
to whom he owed all this—he could not restrain 
himself, and he rushed to embrace him with 
outstretched arms. 

But Sharpe wasn’t affectionate; he waved 
him off and handed him letter, | 

** Tell me, how much is it? I can stand it.” 

“Read that, Smiley, read that,” and he 
wrinkled his forehead, blinked his eyes, and 
screwed up his mouth in the approved panto- 
mimic expression of sympathy. 

And Smiley read with blanched face: 


Office of the Opaque Gold and Silver Mining Co., 
222 New St., New York City. 


Dear Sir—Enclosed you will find our note 
at six months for one hundred and twelve 
50-100 dollars ($112.50), being dividend of 
14% per centum @p one hundred shares capital 
stock of the O. G. & S. M, Co., Nos. 11212— 
11311 inclusive. The lease of the mine having 
expired, the company is compelled to go into 
liquidation, and this dividend represents the 
proceeds of the sale of the machinery, out-build- 
ings, and total available assets, 

The outstanding liabilities, now in process of 
adjustment, will necessitate an assessment of 
about 5 per cent., and you will hold yourself 
ready to honor our sight draft to that amount, 


Yours, &c., 


URIAH SKINNER, President. 
D. EDWARD BETTE, Secretary. 











Maurice W, BENJAMIN, 
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PUCK. 





FERRO. 


I HAVE a bear, a gentle bear, 

But that is neither here nor there: 
He seems my very thoughts to mock 
While sitting by the cuckoe clock. 





He smiles beneath the taper vase, 
And never thinks he’s out of place; 
He is, like good ol Captain Reece, 
Commander of the mantelpiece. 


And there throughout the day he sits 
And never seems to lose his wits. 
A box of matches sulphurous, mute 
His gay internals constitute. 
R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 








THE RULING PASSION. 





PINAFORES may come, and Pinafores may 
go; but there are two Pinafores which go on 
—comparatively —forever. 

These are Duff’s Great Original, at the 
STANDARD, and the Church Choir, guaran- 
teed, at the BRoaDway. . 

Other companies fade and die, like the sum- 
mer roses or the heroes of Sunday school tales; 
these alone flourish in undiminished vitality, 
and wax fat on popular favor. 

Mr, Duff, youngest by the name, is the shep- 
herd of the StanDaRD flock; while the babes 
at the Broapway are folded in the tender arms 
of Messrs. Edgar and Fulton, assisted by Mr. 
James Meade. ‘ 

A brief sketch of the characteristics of the 
two companies may not be unwelcome to Pina- 
fore-struck readers. 


THE Broapway CoMPANY 
Is a peculiar one. It represents the initial step 
of a grand social and artistic movement which 
Messrs, Fulton, Edgar and Meade are inaugu- 
rating—namely, the consolidation of the stage 
and the churchy 

All the members of this company are drawn ‘ 
fromy the best Philadelphian church-choirs, 
None are admitted from churches whose pas- 
tors draw less than $20,000 salaries, Every man 
and woman of them—we beg pardon—lady 
and gentleman—can sing solo all by himself or 
herself, as the case may be, and most of them 
are competent to wrestle with a 7e Deum, or a 
Gloria in Excelsis, at ten minutes notice. Two 
or three of them make a specialty of the Venite, 
Exultemus Domino (no relation of the Pink 
article), and one is able to sling an Agnus Dei 
backwards, — 

Naturally, with all these musical advantages, 
you can’t look for much acting from the Broap- 
way ecclesiastical Combination. But the Rev- 
erend T. Dewitt Talmage has been engaged to 
come across from Brooklyn and instruct them 
in the truly clerical style of histrionics, and 
they are daily ru ely 

There is a delicate flavor of angelic purity, 
sweetness and light about this company that is 
—well, we don’t want to joke about it, it és 
pretty. Puck doesn’t believe in amateurs in 
general, or in particular, as a rule, But this 
modest, unassuming, clever little crowd is wor- 
thy of respect, and will get it from the gentle- 
man with the crayon holder and the dress-coat. 

But this is a digression. Let us resume our 
lurid tale. 

The services at the BRoaADway are opened 
with prayer, and closed with a benediction. 

All the members of the troupe are far above 
ail sordid considerations of salary or expenses, 
which is a splendid racket for a manager. The 
fair Hebe is reported worth $600,000. And 
there is a lovely chorister in delicious blue 
goggles, whom we rate at not a cent less, esti- 
mated on the basis of herself alone. 

The Broapway managers propose to give a 
professional benefit to-morrow, and— 





We were going to round this off for a final 
sentence; but we remember that we have for- 
gotten the BRoapway midshipmite. This is a 
young gentleman with a genuine talent for the 
stage and a ferocious affection for the profes- 
sion he has thus early adopted. He has to be 
chained up during that part of the performances 
when his services are not required; and when 
he is on the stage he is the cutest article in the 
midshipmite line that we have ever seen. We 
see in him a future Hamlet—an Othello—a 
Macbeth—all sorts of things. Bless the kid. 

THE GREAT ORIGINAL, 

At the Sranparp the “ Pinafore’ has been 
to a very considerable extent the standard 
** Pinafore” by which all other ‘ Pinafores " 
have been measured, ‘This is largely due to the 
Right Honorable First Lord of the Admiralty, 
Sir Thomas Whiffen, who we understand was 
specially created for the part. Sir Thomas is 
descended from a family the members of 
which have always distinguished themselves by 
their histrionic and lyrical ability. The founder 
of the house was Roscius, who was leading man 
at the Appian Way Varieties in Ancient Rome, 
and traveled throughout Italy with the well- 
known “Antony and Cleopatra” combination. 
In fact, Roscius is the Latin for Whiffen. Sir 
Thomas’s immediate ancestor was Shakspere, 
which is the Elizabethan for Whiffen; and 
Garrick, Munden and Foote were his great 
grandfathers-in-law on his mother-in-law’s 
uncle’s side. His talent therefore is no longer a 
matter of surprise. Miss Eva Mills as /osephine 
has improved, very slightly; and we may re- 
mark, not to put too fine a point on it, that 
there was room for so desirable a consummation. 
The dearest, sweetest, gentlest /ede, in the 
person of Mdlle, Jarbeau prevents, we fear, a 
large number of susceptible young men from 
visiting the STANDARD: they are frightened of 
falling in love—and they need be—we always 
go there in trepidation ourselves, Little But- 
tercup shows the stuff of which Miss Galton is 
made—no other Buttercup can approach her 
in correctness of detail and in presenting an 
artistic and realistic picture of the Portsmouth 
bumboat women. ‘The Bos’un tight pleases us 
immensely, and although the midshipmite stir 
himself about a bit, the STANDARD “ Pinafore”’ 
meets with our right royal approval. 





We are pleased—yes, awfully pleased—at the 
production of Lecocq’s ‘Little Duke” at Bootn’s 
THeatre. It is funny, and withal pure, and 
threatens to make a Pinafore of itself. The cos- 
tumes are pretty, and so are some of the de- 
lightful creatures who wore them, especially 
My Little Duke (Florence Ellis) who, with her 
cunning little Duchess (Miss Louise Baudet) in 
her arms, struggles bravely and successfully 
against the difficulties of the music, and looked 
too lovely for anything. Mr. McDermott was 
exceedingly agreeable, Miss Marie Bowman 
(Mme. de Lansac) proved herself an artist. Mr. 
Chapman, as Frimousse, tried to be too funny, 
with the natural result. Mr. St. Maur, the well 
known Californian journalist, is responsible for 
the translation of the libretto, and he needn’t 
be ashamed of it, either. Our friend the Right 
Honorable Joseph Tooker is in charge of the 
front of the house —and more power to him. - 








Answers for the Anrious. 





HASELTINE.— Wait till next week, and she will reveal 
herself. 

CARACALLA.—No, we won’t, We won’t tell you how 
much you've got to add to $29.574 to withdrawn { of 
1%. We don’t know, and we don’t care. But bring 
on your $29.574 cents—especially the —and we'll leave 
you the % of 1%—or thereabouts—to go home on. 
We’re tearers on practical arithmetic. 





FIAT WISDOM, 
FROM OTTAWA, KANSAS, 


AN ell of a house—A wing. 





A WARM matter—A hot skirmish. 





A PRINTER is like a butcher when he sells his 
take. 





A HARD set—Trying to set a hand-saw with 
a monkey-wrench, 





A MAN may truly be said to be an heir at law 
when. he is contesting a will. 





I’ve seen many a dough-head take a big 
horn, but I never saw a doe-head that produced 
one. 





Way wouldn’t dentists make good backwoods 
farmers? ‘They can grub out a good many 
achers in a day. 





LiTTLE Rock real estate men are advertising 
extensively; ‘‘ Arkansas lands cheap,” Yes 
siree! Kansas lands are cheap. 

E.iis M, CLARKE. 








RHYMES OF THE DAY, 





As TAMMANY masher he hid such fine work, 
That they fixed him in the office of the 
“County Clerk;” 
He snubbed honest lawyers with a smile quite 
bland, : 
And raked in the fees with his jeweled hand; 
He piled on extortions quite outrageously, 
And all by himself he was a big knave, he, 
M, W. B. 





TTHE CINCINNATI “ SORCERER.” 


My name is Archbishop Purcell, 
In the church I’m a very big swell, 
In masses and ravings I’ve spent all your sav- 
ings, 
- To keep you from Satan and hell; 
And if anyone dollars do lack, 
Be certain he’ll not get them back. 
So let him not sin, 
But bear it and grin, 
Or Leo will give me the sack. 
B. B. V. 





O THOU compound of sweetest farina! 
Quivering, niveous, glassy Blanc Mange, 
The fiend who pumps at the concertina — 
O thou compound of sweetest farina! 
I would serve with a legal subpcena, 
To sing the in musical mélange— 
O thou compound of sweetest farina, 
Quivering, niveous, glassy Blanc Mange. 
J. F. G. Hewson. 








A CORRECTION. 





Mr. D. G. Purse, resident in Savannah, 
Gorgia, who is, it appears, agent for Mr. E. 
Frank Coe’s Ammoniated Bone Superphos- 
phates, writes to inform us, apropos of our re- 
cent cartoon on the “ Silly Congress,” that he 
himself once used the figure of the ostrich that 
hides its head in the sand. We apologize with 
contrition. We thought it was entirely new, 
and had never been heard of before. We take 
off our hat to the man with the ammoniated 
bone superphosphates. Singularly enough, too, 
we find that Mr. Purse has in his letter em- 
ployed the word “ the,”’ which occurred in the 
caption of our cartoon. We fear we cannot 
clear ourselves of the charge of plagiarism, 
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‘BLOOD AND THUNDER. 


(Richard Dowling in Belgravia.) 


@\ the twenty-first of February, 1857, 
Michael Grame, being then twenty-eight 
“~" years of age, married, and an engine- 
driver by trade, met with an accident whereby 
he was permanently disabled. As he was tak- 
ing his engine out of the shed in the morning 
a pipe burst, a fragment of the pipe struck his 
left knee with such violence that when dis- 
charged from hospital he limped out with a 
stiff leg, and carried the assurance that his 
knee would be stiff all his life. The steam 
had so scalded the right side of his face, that 
cheek, forehead and chin were deeply scarred, 
and, worst of all the right eye was so injured 
that the orb had to be removed. After the ac- 
cident a flaw was discovered in the pipe which 
had burst. Several complaints had been made 
of the engine before; the locomotive superin- 
tendent was to blame, and through him the 
company. So, upon Michael Grame signing a 
document discharging the company of all fur- 
ther responsibility with regard to himself and 
this accident, they handed his solicitor a check 
for four hundred and fifty pounds as compen- 
gation for the injury sustained by him. 

=’ “Dhie accident was a very sad one, and awoke 
a good deal of pity for Michael Grame. He 
had been married just a year to the young 
daughter of a small shopkeeper in a little De- 
vonshire town. She was still short of twenty. 
They were both young, and by and by there 
would, the neighbors and friends said sympa- 
thetically, be still younger beings looking to 
them for bread, and here were his trade and 
his strength taken from him in one moment, 
and at such an important period of his life. If 
the accident had occurred before his marriage, 
or when his future family were grown up and 
in the way of doing for themselves, it would 
be so much easier to bear. Death would have 
been preferable. That would have left his 
wife free, with four hundred and fifty pounds, 
if not more, in hand, and no dread of future 
responsibilities. What good was four hundred 
and fifty pounds to them as they were? Nei- 
ther had the least faculty for business, or know- 
ledge of it. Supposing no children came, the 
money might last them seven years; but in 
seven years he would be no more than in his 
prime, and she still young, and then what 
should they do? 

Much talk took place among the neighbors 
and friends. In the end, a further sum of 
seventy pounds reached them; fifty from a 
friendly society, and twenty the result of a 
subscription among the engine-drivers and 
stokers of the company. 

Michael Grame took advice of the secretary 
of the Independent Metropolitan Engine- 
Drivers’ Association, and invested five hundred 
pounds in an annuity for his wife’s life. ‘Thus 


he was sure they would have forty pounds a 


year during their joint lives, and she the same 
during her life, should he die first. He could 
get no more than thirty pounds a year on the 
two lives, and, as he put it, ‘‘ Thirty pounds is 
neither here nor there for two people, but forty 
is something. It’s queer if after a bit I can’t 
make a few shillings to keep myself and any 
little ones God may send us, and she’ll have 
all the more for herself and them if I go first.” 

When 1877 came round it found Michael 
Grame’s worldly affairs much improved. He 
was now forty-eight years of age, still childless, 
and paid secretary of the Independent Metro- 
politan Engine-Drivers’ Association. Before 
the accident which made him blind of one eye 
and lame he had been clever and popular 
among his fellows. As the years went on he 
had developed and improved mentally, and 


PUCK, 


had gathered to himself the admiration and 
confidence of the men around him. So that 
in 1873, the secretary dying, he got the secre- 
taryship with a weekly salary of three pounds. 

In 1877 there was no secretary of any branch 
of a trade’s union in London more trusted or 
respected than Michael Grame. He was low- 
sized, keen, energetic, pale, slight, light-bearded 
and bent. Over the cavity beneath the right 
eyebrow he wore a black glass to conceal the 
unpleasant void. Over the other eye he wore 
an ordinary convex clear glass, for already he 
was growing long-sighted in the remaining eye. 
The dark patch made by the one black glass 
lent his countenance a grotesque and whimsical 
appearance. Even those who ‘knew him best 
and were in the habit of meeting him daily 
could never fully divest their minds of the idea 
that the spectacles with the odd glasses were 
assumed for a joke, and that sooner or later 
Michael Grame would indicate the way in 
which the joke lay. When strangers met him 
they were always inclined to laugh, and gene- 
rally did smile, at the deliberate comicality of 
his face. 

But Michael Grame’s joke never came, his 
face never relaxed. In all London it would be 
hard to find one man whose views of life and 
things were so sincerely grave. In his youth 
he had been ardent and melancholic. His 
dreadful accident and years had tended to dis- 
cipline his enthusiasm. He was religious with- 
out using any special forms of religion, puri- 
tanical without a code, sincere out of his na- 
tural temperament, and grave out of an unform- 
ulated theory that men who are not grave must 
be rascals. 

For a man of his position and opportunities 
he was well informed. In speech and manner 
he was thoughtful and prudent. Now and then 
the fiery ardor of a reformer would break out 
in him, and for a few moments he would fill his 
listening fellows with wonder, and send them 
away mentally reeling under the weight of some 
startling novelty in thought. He would sit still 
and talk most cautiously for an hour, and then 
all at once, and just before departing, fling out 
some tremendous principle, or suggestion, or 
doubt, and then retire, leaving his astonished 
fellows gasping in the presence of some revolu- 
tionary principle which seemed to threaten all 
order that is, and to leave society once more 
in the chaos of barbarism, 

From the day of his appointment as secre- 
tary to the Independent Metropolitan Engine- 
Drivers’ Association the influence of this man 
spread and grew. Incapacitated himself from 
labor, and yet closely allied to his old compa- 
nions, his whole soul went into the work at his 
feet. 

The duties of his office absorbed only a drop 
in the ocean of his activity. Hither and thither 
he wandered, among others of his kind, and 
those who, though not of his kind, were still 
alied to the branch of labor that he repre- 
.sented. He was an apostle of progress and 
preached the nobility of the future. 

During the years intervening between 1857 
and 1873 he had led a restless and unsettled 
life, now trying one thing, now another; suc- 
ceeding in picking up a few shillings a week, 
and giving all his spare time to reading in 
the line of his favorite study. All the sincerity 
of his nature had been wrapped up in the cir- 
cle of his reading. No natural outlet presented 
itself to the enthusiasm of his nature. Like an 
internal fire of earth, he was always wandering 
about in search of some vent for his pent-up 
activity, and never finding any more capacious 
crater than a fierce shout of approval at demo- 
cratic sentiments uttered in speeches by popu- 
lar leaders, or hisown furious and somewhat in- 
coherent attacks upon the system then govern- 
ing the regulation of labor. He did not side 





exactly with the republican element of the 
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country. He did not care in the least what 
the form of government, so long as the hard- 
working honest man got his rights. He was 
anti-employer and not anti-king; he had the 
most complete belief in his own theory, the 
most sincere conviction that he was right and 
all opposed to him not only wrong but wickedly 
and stubbornly wrong—wrong to the ruin of 
the individual, the country, and the vital prin- 
ciple of the Christian creed. 

Once invested with influence and power, as 
secretary to the Independent Metropolitan En- 
gine-Drivers’ Association, he found it necessary 
to curb the violence of his feelings for fear of 
causing mischief to others, and out of a belief 
that his words would largely and perhaps in- 
juriously affect the acts and fortunes of those 
around him, since to his words would be affixed 
a semi-official value, and he would seem to 
speak with the authority of the society. 

Early in the October of 1877 Michael Grame 
became gradually busier and busier day by day, 
until his home saw little or nothing of shim 
from early morning till late at night. He lived 
in one of the houses in that long road on the 
west side of the London, Chatham and Dover 
Railway, between Herne Hill and Coldharbor 
Lane. 

His absence from home at this time was par- 
ticularly trying to his wife, for, although still 
childless, there was at last, to the great joy of 
himself and his wife Helen, the prospect of 
a change in this state of things. 

Mrs. Grame was very far from strong, and 
those around her felt most anxious about her. 
Her married sister had promised to come a lit- 
tle later on, but up to the early part of October 
the household of the Grames consisted of 
Grame, his wife, and a young servant-girl not 
more than seventeen years of age, named 
Emily. 

It was very hard upon Mrs. Grame to sit up, 
often until after midnight, for him; nothing 
could persuade her to go to bed before he had 
shut up the house for the night. ‘To’sit up for 
him had been a habit of twenty years, and she 
could not put it away now, although it sorely 
taxed her strength. What added to the diffi- 
culties of her position, and gave her anxiety of 
mind to increase her distress of body, was that 
for the first time in all their:married life he had 
placed a limit to his confidences. 


When he came back late he made vague replies, 
When he went out early he made vague ex- 
cuses. Of nights he said merely he “ could 
not get back earlier,” or ‘‘ business kept him.” 
Of mornings he “‘ wanted to be off early,” he 
“ had a day full of work” before him. 


Once when he came home later than usual, 
she, being weak and full of disquietude on ac- 
count of him, reproached him with growing 
weary of an ailing wife. 

He went to her and sat down beside her and 
took her hand and stroked it softly. He 
pushed back the thin black hair from the faded 
weak face, and taking the face softly between 
his hands, kissed it, saying very gently but 
very firmly: 

“ To-night I was at the London Gas Stokers’ 
Society, and they kept me very late, for the 
thing is of importance, and I am doing most 
of the work,” 

‘‘ What thing ? what is of importance ?” 

“‘It isa secret. I must not tell even you. I 
am arranging it all with them—with the com- 
mittees and secretaries. We are all bound to 
keep the matter private even from our wives.” 


“Then it must be a thing of no good—no 
good for the wives, anyway.” 

“Yes, it will be good for all working men 
and their wives and families and fortunes, and,” 
he rose and drew himself up to the full height 
of his stunted figure, ‘‘ it was / first thought of 
it; 7, I tell you, I, Michael Grame, your hus- 
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band, am organizing it. 
Helen ?” 

** The what ?” she asked quickly, trying to 
take him off his guard. 


“The ——,” he paused in time, and looked 
at her half angrily, half reproachfully. The 
enthusiasm of the man had been kindled as he 
spoke, and his imagination had almost betrayed 
him into forgetting his pledge. He turned to 
her sharply and said, ‘‘Go to bed. You must 
not wait up again. I shall be busier and busier 
and busier as the time for the Grand Stroke 
comes on. You must sit up no more.” 

In a reverie, and quite ignoring her- pre- 
sence, he continued—his one eye burning and 
fixed into space, the gaslight shining on the 
black glass over the vacant socket, and through 
the darkened glass a pool of livid shadow 
striking on his hollow cheek amid the scanty 
growth of grizzling hairs—‘‘ We have them all 
now, all we want—the Gas Stokers, the Horse- 
Drivers, the Postal Telegraph, the River Craft, 
the Wapping Seafarers. All! all!” 


He was not addressing his wife. He was un- 
der no delusion that he spoke to one of the 
meetings. He was simply reviewing for his 
personal gratification some fragment of his own 
creation and ordering. He continued: 


“I got them together. I brought them to 
see something was needed. Then I told them 
of the scheme I have had so long in my head. 
At first they were frightened and held back. 
But I worked on and spoke and spoke and 
spoke until they listened. And now it is going 
to be as I designed it. Do you hear that ?” 


He brought down his hand with such vio- 
lence on the table that Mrs. Grame uttered a 
low cry of surprise. ‘Turning almost furiously 
upon her he shouted, ‘‘ Good heavens, woman, 
are you there still! Did I not tell you to go to 
bed ?” 

She rose and crept from the room and went 
to bed in the dark. She lay thinking long be- 
fore she could sleep. While she lay awake she 
was afraid to cry, lest he might hear her sobs 
and come up; afraid to weep, lest when he 
came he might see her tears. At last she fell 
asleep; her reason no longer held back her 
tears, and they burst through her lids. And 
later still she sobbed in her sleep. He heard 
her, and came up softly and held a candle above 
her face, and listened and watched until he 
knew she slept. Then he blew out the candle, 
put it on the table, and throwing up his hands 
towards heaven whispered, through his set 
teeth, “‘ My God! can I have let the secret 
slip? if so, all is lost!’’ 

Next morning his wife was stirring before he 
awoke. When he came down she looked care- 
worn and haggard. She moved about him with 
fear and a clinging solicitude. She watched 
every movement of his as though he were a 
child waiking among sleeping snakes, At last 
when he was about to leave, he turned to her 
and said: 

** Helen, I was talking aloud before I went 
up-stairs last night. It’s a foolish habit and 
a bad one. I was greatly excited and worn 
out. Did I then tell you what I am organiz- 
" ing?” 

‘*No,” in a faint, tremulous tone. 

“‘ Because I came up and found you sobbing 
in your sleep.” 

“I was only frightened; 1 do not know what 
is going to happen, but I fear something dread- 
ful. Won’t you keep out of it for my sake— 
for the sake of—” 


“Hush! good morning, Helen; take care of 
yourself. l’ll try and be in early to-night. 
Not a word of all this to any one, mind! I 
rely on you to hold your tongue.” And he 
was gone. 


Do you hear that, 


(To be continued.) 
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WHAT SHE KNOWS. 


SHE is sweeter than the clover 
Which the bee meanders over 
In the close. 
She really a sage is, 
And I don’t know what her age is, 
But she knows. 


She’s a resident of Flushing, 

And she’s equally as blushing 
As a rose. 

That the lily is a flower 

And a bower is a bower 
Well she knows. 


Her foremost name is Clara, 
And she shades beneath her para- 
Sol her nose, 
And around her oft I hover 
For I love her, for I love her— 
This she knows. 
— N.Y. Star. 


Tuis is the walking year; the next will be 
leap year.— Camden Post. 


Goop news for goats—there is talk of hoop- 
skirts coming into style again. — Wheeling 
Leader. 


WE have not heard as yet that the New York 
Herald has got out its war map of the interna- 
tional walk.— Derrick, 


It is now that the small boy forgives his fa- 
ther for not buying him a pair of skates last 
Christraas.—V. Y. Star. 


Mr. CAMERON declares that he never dreamed 
of marrying the least part of her, much less 
Oliver.—Fhiladelphia Bulletin. 


CONGRESSIONAL Roach powder was a most 
effectual vermin banisher, and the plague has 
subsidyd.— Baltimore Every Sat. 


Mr. Rowe tv plucked a fistful of feathers 
from the proud bird of freedom’s tail. Are we 
to stand this ?—-C/eveland Herald. 


Dip it ever occur to you coasters that the 
least sled the soonest mended? Excuse our 
inarticulate pronunciation.— Claude De Haven. 


A Funny Democrat called it “eating crow” 
the other day in a restaurant, while he was 
chewing the neck of a fried rooster.— Wheeling 
Leader. 


* ARCHBISHOP PURCELL never took much stock 
in the doctrine of infallibility,and his thorough 
and efficient failure shows that he was right— 
Chicago Tribune, 


Why is Henry Ward Beecher like H. M.S. 
Pinafore? Each is evidently a man-of-war- 
ship. No one ever heard this Punafore.— Cin- 
cinnati Commercial. 


Cot. LirtLeton struck a death-blow at the 
liver-pad business, when he issued his orders 
for fashionable dress at Ottawa.— O. P. Dildock 
in Toronto Gossiper. 


Tue Chinese encyclopedia, published at 
Pekin; contains over 50,000 names, and costs 
$7,500 per copy. ‘The religious weeklies of 
Pekin will not show much enterprise until they 
offer a copy of this book to each person send- 
ing two dollars for a’ year’s subscription.—/Vor- 
ristown Herald. 


THE MAD PUNSTER. 
BY EUGENE FIELD. 


A‘cingle Barren loved aye made 
And woo’d her hart by Knight and Dey, 
Butt when knee begged she’d marry hymn 
The crewel bell responded neigh. 


Now at her feet inn vein he side 
And tolled her of phiz offal pane— 

A lass, his mown touched not her sole— 
His ev’ry grown was awl in vane! 


‘““Owe, bee my bride, my deer, I pray, 
And here my size before eye dye— 

O caste me knot in scorn a weigh- — 
Yew are thee apple of my I!” 


She herd and new he truly spoke— 
He was of noble berth and bread 

Too lofty mean and hie renown— 
The air to grate estates ’twas said. 


“Ewe wood due bettor, sir,” she bald, 
‘“Two court sum mother girl I wean— 

Ewer not mice stile—aisle never share 
The thrown domestic, as your quean!” 


***Tis dun, O fare but Scilly won, 
Isle waist no father size on the!” 
Off to the nearest port he flue 
And through himself into the see. 


— St. Louis Timse-Journat. 


Lapis wear gentlemen’s scarf-pins as well as 
their collars, coats, vests and ——, but no! 
only a few married women wear the —— 
ahem! Buffalo Every Saturday. 


Ext Perkins will lecture in Fort Plain this 
evening. ‘This announcement is made suffi- 
ciently early to have the citizens leave the vil- 
lage this afternoon for a day or two.—A/bany 
Argus. 


Map.eson and Her Majesty’s Opera Com- 
pany will sail for ’ome on the 5th of April. 
Her Majesty has fitted up fine accommodations 
for them in the barn chamber at Windsor.— 
Boston Posi. 


‘THERE was never but one shirt-maker in this 
country who understood how a button-hole 
should be placed in a collar, and he died be- 
fore he could teach any one of the others.— 
Detroit Free Fress. 


Krinc Cetywayo is the Senator Davis of Zu- 
luland. He hasn’t seen his own feet for seve- 
ral years.—V. Y. Com. Adv. He will perhaps 
get a giimpse at them soon, as his toes turn 
gertly upward toward the daisies.— Phila. 
Bulletin. 


AETER you have related a rich joke to a 
friend, and you expect to hear him burst out 
into uproarious laughter, nothing is more cal- 
culated to convince you of the correctness of 
the Darwinian theory than to have him stare 
and blandly inquire, ‘‘ What's the point ?”— 
Rome Sentinel. 


Miss Cary will sing at McVicker’s Theatre 
this week: 
No ne ver 
V’ot n’e ver 
Ah! d’li e ver. 
This is the Italian version of the ‘ Pinafore.” 
—Detroit Free Press. 
Tuo’ little Walter was forbade 
With certain tools to play, 
- He got a chance, and took the hoe 
And pruning-knife away ; 
His waggish brother saw, and to 
His parent did complain, 
“©O father! that Sir Walter Scott 
A-knife-an’-hoe again!” 





— Yonkers Gazette. 
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A SERMON FOR THE SISTERS. 


I nebber breaks a colt afore he’s old enough to 
trabbel; 

I nebber digs my.taters tell dey plenty big to 
grabble; 

An’ when you sees me risin’ up to structify in 
meetin’, 

I’s fust clumb up de knowledge-tree and done 
some apple-eatin’. 


I sees some sistahs pruzint, mighty proud o’ 
whut dey wearin’, 

It’s well you isn’t apples, now, you better be 
declarin’! 

For when you heerd yo markit-price, ’t ’d hurt 
yo’ little feelin’s: 

You wouldn’t fotch a dime a peck, for all yo’ 
fancy peelin’s. 


O sistahs—leetle apples (for you’re r’ally mighty 
like ’em)— 

I lubs de ol’-time russets, dough it’s suldom I 
kin strike ’em; 

An’ so I lubs you, sistahs, for yo’ grace, an’ not 
yo’ graces— 

I don’t keer how my apple looks, but on’y how 
it tas’es. 


Is dey a Sabbaf-scholah heah? Den let him 
form his mudder 

How Jacob-in-de-Bible’s boys played off upon 
dey brudder! 

Dey sol’ him to a trader—an’ at las’ he struck 
de prison: 

Dat comed ob Joseph’s struttin’ in dat streaked 
coat ob his’n. 


My Christian frien’s, dis story proobes dat eben 
men is human— 

He’d had a dozen fancy coats, ef he’d ’a’ been 
a”ooman! 

De cussidness ob showin’ off, he foun’ out all 
about it: 

An’ yit he wuz a Christian man, as good as ever 
shouted, 


It larned him! An’ I bet you when he come to 
git his riches 

Dey didn’t go for stylish coats or Philadelphy 
breeches; 

He didn’t was’e his money when experunce 
taught him better, 

But went aroun’ a-lookin’ like he’s waitin’ for a 
letter! 


Now, sistahs, wont you copy him? Say, wont 
you take a lesson, 

An’ min’ dis sollum wahnin’ ’bout de sin eb 
fancy dressin’ ? 

How much yo’ spen’ upon yo’se’f! I wish you 
might remember 

Yo’ preacher aint been paid a cent sence some- 
whar in November. 


I better close. I sees some gals dis sahmon’s 
kinder hittin’ 

A-whisperin’, an’ ’sturbin’ all dat’s near whar 
dey’s a-sittin’; . 

To look at dem, an’ listen at dey onrespec’ ful 
jabber, 

It turns de milk ob human kineness mighty nigh 
to clabber! 

A-A-A-MEN! 

—Irwin Russell in Scribner for April. 


A New MILForp man pulls his teeth with a 
flat-iron. This is simple and effective. He 
ties the tooth with a wax-end to the flat-iron 
and then flings the latter. We once knew a 
man who did this with a plowshare. He 
threw the plowshare over a barn, but being 
heavy, the momentum was too great for his 


power of resistance, and he went over the barn. 


with it, hurting himself severely on the ridge- 
pole.— Danbury News. 








PUCK. 


_ Your parson will talk of the beauty of re- 
signation, year after year, and never think of 
resigning himself—that is, not unless he gets a 
“call.” —Boston Transcript. 


POSITIVELY THE Last.—It is suspected. that, 
were Poe still alive, he would render his most 
celebrated poem so that the refrain should 
read: ‘Said the raven, Never—that is, hardly 
ever-more.”—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


ENCOURAGED by the news that a party of 
Philadelphia Councilmen intend to proceed to 
San Francisco to escort Grant across the conti- 
nent, all the distilleries in the country have 
started ahead on full time.— Phila. Kronikle- 
Herald. 


THE Baltimore Every Satarday says a capi- 
talist may get up a “corner” on grain, but 
“‘ there is no way of getting a corner on pretty 
girls.” Perhaps not; but there is a way of 
getting a pretty girl into a corner, after the old 
folks have retired, and the gas turned down, 
that makesa young man forget all the “corners” 
in this world.—Vorristown Herald. 


‘‘I SHOULD like to have you raise a club,” 
said a 7xg book canvasser to a daughter of 
Erin, as he stood on the front step trying to 
talk her to death on the subject of the “ Ex- 
tinction of the Tribes of the Seventh Century.” 
‘I will,” said Biddy, as she reached around 
behind the door, ‘‘ but bad luck to your picture 
if you’re lingering around here when I get it 
raised.” He didn’t linger.—Z/mira Gazette. 


MR. PRESIDENT, did you never keep a bar in 
connection with the White House ? 

No, Nevarts. 

What, Nevarts ? 

Well, Aardly Evarts! 

(This is the first time the ‘‘ Pinafore’ guy 
has been admitted to these columns. We are 
sorry for it this time, and apologize to the pub- 
lic for it, but under the circumstances the 
temptation was one we couldn’t resist.)— 
Hawkeye. s / 
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WHEN John Jacob Astor came to this country 
he brought with him six flutes, and with the 
proceeds of the sale of these instruments he 
started business, and died worth a few hundred 
million dollars. And here is where John Jacob 
had an immense advantage over the American. 
When the latter comes to this country he 
doesn’t bring anything with him but a vocifer- 
ous pair of lungs and a’bald head. And we 
don’t see how he could bring six flutes, if he 
wanted to.—/Voeristown Herald. 


‘ RosaLinD May,” a New York correspond- 
ent for a score of out-of-the-city papers, speak- 
ing of the price of garters, says, “Some have 
been shown me marked $100 the pair, and I 
was informed that a pair had been made to 
order and sold for $1500.” Very few young 
men dreamed that the female garter came so 
high. Young man, if your salary is too weak 
for $100 garters, you’d better remain single, 
or marry the daughter of an Indian chief. She 
paints her 1—imbs and has no use for garters. 
And economy continues to be wealth.—JVor- 
ristown Herald. 


Every now and then—especially then—there 
is a ramor that George W. Childs, of the Phila- 
delphia Ledger, has purchased the New York 
World, and intends to change its size, and 
price, and politics. We are permitted, offi- 
cially, to give the true version of the case. 
Mr. Childs has just completed negotiations for 
the purchase of the New York Sun, Tribune, 
World and Times, which he proposes to con- 
solidate with Puck, issue it as a tri-daily, and 
advocate the election to the Presidency of 
Charles A. Dana on a Greenback platform. A 
few persons may regard this statement as a 
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WE PUCKER AND SYMPATHIZE. 


Dear little Puck, do they threaten to chack 

You out of the New Dominion, 

When in your hat a feather you gat 
By giving an honest opinion ? 

Let the P. M. G. in a free countree 
Attempt if he dare to suppress you, 

And he would regret the act, you bet, 
For your legion of friends would bless you, 

And arise to a man to wipe out the scan- 
Dalous doings of flunkeys and snobs; 

Who low-necked attire are wont to admire,” 
And who put up Government jobs. 

If that’s contraband, we join heart and hand, 
And wish you success in your mission, 

And hope that you, with this end in view, 
Will ever maintain your position. 

Such straws show which way the‘winds blow, 
And reveal to such folks as we, 

When a garment fits hike Puck’s rare hits, 
‘* What fools these mortals be!’’ 


— Toronto Gossiper. 


Tuis Hayesy stanza is somewhat suggestive 
of broken China: 


He Hilselfee self have said it, 
Allee, its glatelee to his cledit; 


He bee one Haysee Chinee man; ‘ 
He mightee bee a Tillden or a Potter or a Pel- 
ton, 


Or perhaps Denlee Kann-ar-llee; 
But spitee allee temptation, 

To belong to some ollie nation, 
He bee one Haysee Chinee man, 


— Boston Courier. 


RICHARD CcuR DE LION was the most stylish 
man in in England, of his time. When he put 
on his tin’ helmet and cast-iron ulster, and a 
a pair of laminated steel boots, and picked up 
a club with an iron knob and a steel spike in 
the end, and set forth on a crusade, the fash- 
ionable society of that day considered him just 
‘* dressed to kill.”” And so he was. And one 
time when he was dressed up that way a fellow 
killed him.— Hawkeye. 














Vichy from the Springs: HautTertve, Cevesting, GRANDE 
Gritte and Hopitat—the only genuine. 
THE FRIEDRICHSHALL 
1s THE ONLY RELIABLE anv BEST or att Birrerwarters, 





CAN CATARRH BE CURED? 

We say it can, even the worst cases. ‘Testimonials by the 
hundreds prove it has been done by the use of POND’S EX- 
TRACTS. The value of our Extract in all Catarrhal affections 
has inducedus to prepare a remedy. 

POND’S EXTRACT CATARRH CURE, 
especially adapted to diseases of the nasal organ. The base of 
this preparation is POND’S EXTRACT in combination with 
other well-known ingredients, which makes it the best, surest, 
safest and quickest cure for the diseases for which it is intended. 
Price, 75 cents. Our Nasal Syringe for applying the cure is of 
great value. Price only 25 cents, 

Prepared by the POND’S EXTRACT CO., New York and 
London. Sold by druggists and at 98 Maiden Lane. 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweelen the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Conséquently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZUDONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 


D*- J.G. B. SIEGERT & SONS’ 
WORLD-RENOWNED 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS. 


This most invigorating tonic is justly celebrated for its exquisite 
flavor and extraordinary MEDICAL virtues. 

Sold by all principal druggists, grocers and liquor dealers. 

J. W. Hancox, Sole Agent for the United States, 51 Broadway, 
New York. P. O. Box, 2610.—Geo. Wuppermann, Manager. 








Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing mest valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases ¢f Bowel complaints; a 


sure specific gre Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
elf, 


cordial in its: iftaken pure. It is also most excellent fér 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 





campaign lie, but— JVorristown Herald. 
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PUCK. 





“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 


Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used. 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 


the Manufacturer of N EW YORK, 
and sold by every first class dealer. 


FRACRANT VANITY FAIR. 


A NEW CIGARETTE gotten upin honor of the Paris Award. 
Each Cigarette bears cut of the Paris Medal and brand, Parisian 
style. Our Tokacco and Cigarettes are better than ever, and 
unsurpassed for Purity, Delicacy and Excellence. Special size 

strong with any NAME, MONOGRAM, CREST or DE- 
to’ order, at $5 for 500. Sampics on receipt 
of po stage stam Samples of our Asthmatic and 
rrh Cigare tes, each, 25. by mail. Psercess To- 

M. S. KIMBALL & CO., Rochester, N. Y. 


A: CARD. 


To all who are suffering from the errors and indiscretions of 
youth, nervous weakness, early decay, loss of manhood, &c. 1 
will send a recipe that will cure you, F EE OF (CHARGE. This 
gt remedy was discovered by a missionary in South America. 

nd a self-addressed envelope to the Rev. Joseru T. Inman, 
Station D, Bes House, 





bo Works. 





ew York City. 





NOMORE RHEUMATISM, 


Gout, Gravel, or Diabetes. 


Schlumberger’s harmless, infallible French Salicylates relieves 
within 12 hours, cures within 4 days. Box $1, postage free. Only 
depot in New York . 284 Sixth Ave. 

A. PARIS & CO., General Agents for U. S. 

Caution .—Other so-called agents for these medicines sell home- 
made counterfeits. 





CELEBRATED 


FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


FELT HATS 


FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 











PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East lith Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays unly. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE., 8S. E. Cor. 59th St., 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St, 








HEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD 
C 63,672 Standard English Books 


R PRICE 


75,276 Miscellaneous American Books, 


AT YOUR PRICE. 


112,726 Second Hand Books, 


AT ANY PRICE. 


Catalogue of General Literature free. 


LECGAT BROTHERS, 


8 Beekman St., near new Post Office. 


EM ML Stony 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 E. 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 


Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 

ure Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 

‘geth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to ores a? the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00, Teeth extracted without 

Everything warranted as represented, and t : ‘best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Teets. Open Evenings and Sundays. 








ek ccmeatiatee OFFICE 
Philippine Dieffenbach - - Truchsess, 


162 West 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves., N. Y. 





Cana STREET. 


Late 





‘SPRING 
WOOLENS. 


Arnold, Constable & Co. 


ARE PREPARED TO OFFER THEIR 
NEW STYLES IN 


ENGLISH TWEEDS 
for TROUSERINGS, 
SCOTCH SUITINGS, 


FANCY EFFECTS IN 


“‘Clay’s” Worsted Coatings, 


CLOTHS, for Ulsters and Wraps, 
VENETIAN CLOTHS, 
ENGLISH WOOL CASSIMERES, 





FOR OVERCOATINGS, 
FRENCH DRESS CLOTHS 
and COLORED CORDUROYS 


For Ladies’ Walking Suits, 


CHOICE STYLES IN 


WHITE WOOL CLOTHS 
and WHITE CORDUROYS 
For Children’s Wear. 


_ BROADWAY, corner 19th STREET. 


SPRING NOVELTIES 


GENTLEMEWN’S 


FURNISHING GOODS 


Weckwear, 
DRESS AND TRAVELLING SHIRTS, 
COLLARS AND CUFFS, 


Pajamas, Steamer and Bath Robes, 
Linen & Silk Handkerchiefs, 


&c., &C. 


ARNOLD, CONSTABLE & CO., 
BROADWAY, corner 19th STREET. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 
Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 
’ Goepel’s Classified; Trademark-Record ‘open to free in- 
spection. 


Publisher of “DER TECHNIKER,’ ” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to ‘the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $2.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


In Memoriam Brigham Young. 


To supply the demand for the, above named 
Illustration, another Edition of the Cartoon 
has been published; and can be obtained from 
any Newsdealer or from the 

Office of Puck, 
13 N. William street. 
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corynienrep, 
IMPORTERZAND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 


NEW YORK. 


E. D. BASSFORD, 


COOPER INSTITUTE, NEW YORK CITY. 








ET. 





E FAVORITE BEER GOBL 
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(To be found here only.) 
Thin Bar Tumblers, per doz, 60 | Ale Glasses, per doz...... $1.50 
Ale Tumblers, per doz....$1.00 | Water Tumblers, per doz..$1 oo 


Also all kinds cf Bar Furnishing Goods AT EQUALLY Low Pricgs. 
Bar Bottles, Soda Tumblers, Sherries, Cham agnes, Pony 
Brandies and Cocktail Glasses. New Styles, Lowest Prices. E very- 
thing for the Complete outfit of a Bar at PrickS FAR BELOW ANY 


Hous 1N THE City. 

COME AND SEE US, 
or drop a postal card, and we will call with’ samples and prices. 
Orders by mail prom aptly attended to. 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 


COOPER INSTITUTE, NEW YORK, 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST., N. Y., 


offer great Bargains in 


eet oy DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, STER- 
ING SILVER AND TRIPLE PLATED 
TABLE WARES. 


TH 





WEDDING — HOLIDAY GIFTS 
in endless variety at close prices. 





. Estasiisugp 1838, 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 





CINGHAM, ary size....${ OO 
GUANACO, patented... 2 OO 
SILK, paragon frame ..... 2 50 


FINE SILK UMBRELLAS 
IN GREAT VARIETY. 
Umbrellas and Parasols 
to Order and Repaired. 
CANES in every style—a large assortment. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near aogth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 


1802. 
C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St., near Broadway, N. Y. 


Breakfast from 7 A. M. to 1 P. M. 50 cents.—Table d’hote from 
P. M. $1.00, incl, 34 bottle wine. 


Meals at all hours. Furnished rooms to let. 





ss on eee 
ETABLISHED A. D. 
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guarantee this medium 

dry wine to be superior in quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 
without regard to cost. 

PIPER “SEC” is more adapted te the German and Eng 

lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 


“PIPER-HEIDSIECK.” We 


any wine imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 


the palate. 
SoLe AGENTS IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


JOHN OSBORN, SON &CO., 


FouNDED IN 1836, 


45 Beaver Street, N. Y.. 
And 44 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal, 
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= Champagne on Draught 10 Cts. a Glass. 


10 BARCLAY ST., N. Y. 
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a L. DE VENOGE, - 
lu 41 South William Street, New York. = 
= GENERAL AGENT. on 
- For Sale by all the Principal Wine = 

Merchants and Grocers. 





PATENT COVERS 


FILING “PUCK” 


Price $1.00. 





FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE, 


13 North William St. 


BACK NUMBERS 
“PUCK” 


Can be Supplied on Demand. 





ADDRESS; 


Willmer & Rogers 
NEWS COMPANY, 
31 Beekman St., New York. 





RURT 2’ 


Madison Square, 


PORTRAITS, 


New York. 





Highest Awards: Paris, Vienna, Philadelphia and New York. 


BRANCH: 
Old Post Office ae Nassau Str., New York. 
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HUNGARIAN 
Liguers aud 


in the United States and: 
and personally attending to 
directly from the Wine-growers 
districts of Hungary, and are 
of Wines and Liquors for 
at reasonable prices. Orders 
be promptly attended to, and 











iN A. HELLER & BRO. 
£49 35 & 37 Broad St., and 39 & 41 First Ave., 


are the only Importers of 





é BRANCH: No, 4 Union Square, with elegant Winerooms and Restauran 


ah 


WINES, 
Crown Champagne, 


Canada, who are regularly 
the selection of their Wines 
in the most renowned Wine 
able to furnish the very best 
Family and Medicinal use, 
left at the above places will 
delivered free of charge. 
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$1.000,000 


CAPITA L "PRIZE, 
Draws APRIL 8th, in 
ROYAL HAVANA LOTTERY. 
722 Prizes amounting to $ 2,250,000. — 
Tickets: $5., $10., $20., $25., $50., 8100., 200. 


KENTUCKY STATE, Extra Drawing, March 26th. 
First Prize: $30,000 ‘Tickets, $2.; Halves, $1. 


LOCSIARA STATE, herd 8th. 
$30,0 lickets, $2.; 


Orders carefully and promptly filled. 


KEPPICH & CO.. Bankers, 
No. 102 NASSAU STREET, NEW YORK. 


In writing please mention this paper. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, «c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 


91 BLEECKER ST., NEW YORK, 


HAMANN & KOCH. 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane. 


IMPORTERS OF PARIS CLOCKS. 


DEALERS IN_AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 


AND ALL KINDS OF JEWELRY. 
Remember the Red 9. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


139— “a Bowery. 
RIES 20 U cdcccccsswodevesscveccdeeapes $3.00 to $10.00 
EER RE EEC ERE RI An $12.00 to $40.00 
OVERCOATS to order........-e008 see . .$12.00 upward 


First Prize: Halves, $1. 
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YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


100 FLORINS VIENNA CITY GOVERNMENT BOND, 


which Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, 
and are redeemed in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


until each and evéry Bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
Premium. Every Bond must draw a prize, as there are 


NO BLANKS. 
The three highest prizes amount to 
200.000 FLORINS, 
50,000 FLORINS, 
30,000 FLORINS, 


and Bonds not drawing one of the above Prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 


130 FLORINS. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


FIRST OF APRIL 1879. 


and every Bond bought of us on or before the first of Aran, is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 
date. 
Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LETTERS and in- 
closing $5, willsecure one of these Bonds for the next drawing: 
For Orders, circulars or any other information address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


185 CHATHAM SQUARE (Bank Building), N. Y. City 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874. 
N.B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck. 


ROYAL HAVANA LOTTERY 


Grand Extraordinary Drawing, 
which will take place April 8th, 1879. 





1 Grand Prize of 1,000,000 Pesos; 1 Grand Prize of 2c0,000 Pesos; 

t Grand Prize of 100,000 Pesos; 1 Grand Prize of 50,000 Pesos; 

1 Grand Prize of 25,000 Pesos;; 8 Prizes of 10,000 each—80,000 

Pesos; 8 Prizes of 5,000 each—40,000 Pesos; 9 Approximations of 

4,000 each—36,000 Pesos; 9 Approximations of 3,000 each—27,000 

Pesos; 9 Approximations of 2,000 each—18,000 Pesos; 674 Approxi- 
mation Prizes of 1 

722 PRIZES.. 

For further particulars address" 


M. A. MARTINEZ & CO., Bankers, 
10 Wall Street, New York, 


74,000 Pesos. 
J - -2,250,000 PESOS. 





























« How awest et caramels are after a matinee!” — 


, re: “2 a, 
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- To Doctor Crossr: “There are more places where the Blue Ribbon is needed, than in the corner liquor-saloons.” (And may the ladies forgive us our impertinence.) 
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